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ARITHMETIC PRIZES. 
Tue daily papers have been informing 
us that the postman at Wembley, who 
recently retired after 40 years’ service, 
in which he had walked no fewer than 
280,000 miles, has been presented by 
his colleagues with an arm-chair. It is} 
pleasant to know, on the authority of | 
exclusive information communicated to | 
Mr. Punch, that this is no isolated case | 
of grateful recognition, but that it can | 
be paralleled by the action taken or | 
about to be taken in half-a-dozen other | 
callings. 

Thus Sir Henry Howorrn, whose 500th | 
column-and-a-half letter in small print | 
recently appeared in the pages of The | 
Times, has been presented by some} 
admirers in the Carlton Club with a 
sumptuously upholstered Mongolian 
divan lavishly equipped with bop pillows. 





On the total number of his definite 
statements on the subject of Free Trade 
and Protection being brought up to the 
figure 1 by his letter to Mr. CauamperLam 
on February 14, Mr. Batrour was pre- 
sented by the Birmingham Chamber of 
Commerce with a new silver-plated golf 
caddie. 





Mr. Atrrep Austin, whose aggregate 
linear output has now reached the| 
superb total of 1,234,659, has just | 
been made the recipient of a most 
gratifying testimonial from the Helicon 
Club of Rome. It takes the form of a 
memorial in the Latin language which 
culminates in the memorable words 
Quoeunque modo, Laureatus Britannicus 
su flaminandus est. 


Mr. Cuamper.ain having just brought 
into active service his 1800th eyeglass, 
a deputation of Midland opticians will | 
wait upon him in the principal glass- 
house at Eyebury next Sunday to present 
him with a beautifully bound copy of 
The Egoist. 

Mr. Anprew Carnecie recently endowed | 
and opened his 5000th Free Library. 
To commemorate this auspicious event a 














Stratford-on-Avon admirer is organising 
a subscription with a view to presenting 
the famous Pittsburg millionaire with a 
lovely little lethal chamber furnished 
with a complete set of the works of 
Coreti, Mr. Caryecte’s favourite com- 
poser. "AD STEWED EELS FOR surPER?” 


“Ere, I say, Liza, WE'VE SEEN THIS "ERE 
“No, WE atn’T.” 





THE DRAMA. 


“Wuy, pon’T YOU REMEMBER, SAME TIME AS BILL TOOK Us TO THE ‘Pic an’ WiistLe,’ an’ We 
“On tor! Yes, THAT TAKES ME BACK TO IT 


PLAY Berore!” 
[Wordy arqument followa 


‘ 











Mr. Monerry Bett, during his recent ae 
visit to Egypt, succeeded in inducing the | deference to the feelings of Messrs. Leo 
Mad Mullah ‘to join The Times Book |Maxse, Leo Trevor, and the great Pro- 
Club. On learning the colossal number | const nightingale, Leo Stormoyr. 
of subscribers to this world-renowned} Mr. A. B. Warkiey, by his reference 
institution, the insane potentate was so|to Aristorie in his last Times article, 
deeply affected that he promptly invited | having now mentioned the Stagirite 


Mr. Beit to accompany him on a lion- 
hunting expedition, in Somaliland—an 
invitation which Mr. Bett, to his infinite 
regret, was obliged to decline out of 





| 19.000 times in five years, a band of his 
ladmirers have subscribed a sufficient 
sum to present the distinguished neo- 
Hellene and dramatic critic with a modern 


Greek version of Neroand Nero-W or hip, 
bound tastefully in tree-calf. 

Mr. Barr Kewwyepy, the famous pedes 
trian littérateur, who last week completed 
his 300,000th mile on foot, is held in 
such veneration by his colleagues on the 
staff of The Daily Mail that they propose 
to present him with a green bath-chair 
a graceful tribute to his services in in- 
terpreting the riddle of the Emerald Isle. 
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With affectionate remonatrances to the Miniater of Education, who is 


THE 


INNOCENT OBJECT. 


puree, the peraon direetly addreased in the following lines J 


Ixvant in whose pathetic eyes, 

Conning your measures, square and cubic, 
An elemental candour lies, 

So unsuspecting, so cherubic ; 


What have you done that every moral crank 
Should take and make of you a party plank ? 


When little Mary went to school, 
Her woolly playmate walking with her, 
And openly infringed the rule 
Forbidding beasts the entrée thither, - 


Did they, for that astounding breach of tact, 
Give her another Education Act ?) 


| blush to think your lowly tasks 

Are made the theme of public patter, 
While not a man among us asks 

What are your wishes in the matter, 


Whether you might not reasonably choose 
Doctrines consistent with your private views. 


I blush to hear by all report 

That you must play the part of pigeon, 
Trapped to provide a session's sport 

For connoisseurs of State Religion, 


And occupy the corner which is warmest 
Between the Cleric and the Nonconformist. 


Innocent as the unfledged snipe, 

More plastic than the half-brushed squirrel, 
You are as putty in the gripe 

Of experts such as Mr. Birre.t, 


Hardened philanthropists that mould your lot, 
Whether you wish to be improved or not. 


Stretched on the operating throne 


Amid a rout of rival factions, 


They ‘ll vivisect you, flesh from bone, 


And tear your tiny soul in fractions ; 


ea, deep into your very vitals dig, 


Carving you like a paltry guinea-pig. 


The 


A drivelling dotard at the age of 9. O 


That fate—thank Heaven—you don’t foreknow ; 


You missed, by some divine evasion, 


The verse I penned long years ago 


Upon a similar occasion ; 


Whenever Bills like this invite to rhyme, 
| make the same reflections, every time). 


And now, if my advice may serve, 


You will omit to read this column, 
Lest vou mislay your little nerve, 
And, growing prematurely solemn, 
like the dreadful babe in Givpert’s line, 
S 


« De 








Methuselah Hard Pressed. 


Lewester Daily Post has discovered a very unusual 
fact about a deceased artist. 


life-long friend of Dante, Gabriel, and Rossetti.” 


filled t 


Surely, for an audience in this deplorable condition, the 


Rev, 


Trish Daily Inde pendent. 


need of a Temperance discourse was strongly indicated. 





He was, says that journal, “a 


delivered a lecture at the Athenzum, 
Limerick, on “ Glimpses of the Lrish Brigade,” to an audience 
overflowing.” 


THE JUDGMENT OF PARIS. 


At an extraordinary general meeting of the Amalgamated 
Flower-sellers’ and Stallwomen’s Association last night, recent 
incidents reported from the French capital were discussed with 
a certain amount of resentment, not to say pique. It was 
unanimously resolved that a deputation of carefully-selected 
\delegates from both societies should wait upon Sir Epwix 
| Cons WALL at an early date to protest against the undue prefer- 
ence recently shown by the London County Council for certain 
| French types, and to call his attention to the superiority of 
| the home-grown article, which he has hitherto apparently over- 
looked. Amid scenes of great excitement, and a certain amount 
of disorder, resulting from the fact that no fewer than a hundred 
and thirty-two candidates offered themselves for the post, Miss 
|Hawkixs, a buxom vendor of violets, whose presence daily 
‘adorns a well-known West-end kerb, and the petite but 
muscular Miss O’Grapy, who presides so successfully over the 
shell-fish further East, were chosen as leaders of the deputa- 
tion. Applications from the Laundresses’ Friendly po the 
Factory Girls’ United Associations to be represented among 
the delegates were refused amid loud applause. 

The deputation, after stating its grievances in a few well- 
chosen words, is prepared to meet Sir Epwiy Cornwat and 
party half-way, and is furthermore authorised by the Associa- 
tions to invite the whole of the London County Council toa large 
al fresco gathering at Hampstead Heath on Easter Monday. 

In consequence of the above resolution, an indignation 
meeting of the Amalgamated Covent Garden and Billingsgate 
Porters Society was held after midnight amid scenes of great 
disorder, and a Committee formed to accompany the deputa- 
tion and keep a watchful eye on its proceedings on behalf of 
the members of the before-mentioned Society. Though opposed 
in other respects, both meetings closed with the unanimous 
resolution to provide Sir Epwix Cornwat and his companions 
with a remedy for the ennui and reaction which is naturally 
associated with their return from the gay city. 











REASONS FOR DEFEAT. 


[While the issue of the Orkney and Shetland poll still hung in the 
balance, Mr. Punch hesitated to publish the following statements, for 
fear that they might affect the result.) 

Ovr confidential correspondents in the constituencies send 
us the following reports, which are as reliable as some others :— 

The workpeople employed in the Dartford Paper Mills much 
resented the enthusiasm of Sir Wititam Harr Dyxe for the 
“ half-sheet-of-paper ” policy, thinking that he wished to cut 
down the output of their industry by fifty per cent. 

Many farmers in the Sleaford division took with bad grace 
Mr. Cuapity’s proposal of a two-shilling duty on corn. They 
thought their old friend was playing with them. They said 
it was like offering a nut to a rhinoceros. 

In Warwick and Leamington the voters, misled by Radical 
cartoons, feared that Mr. Lyrretroy’s continued association 
with Chinese labour was causing him to resemble a Celestial 
himself in an increasing degree, and they determined to put 
a stop to this deterioration in the personal appearance of a 
handsome English athlete. 

Mr. Broprick’s failure to hold the Guildford division is by 
many ascribed to the fact that the voters thought he paid too 
much attention in Parliament to India, where he had not been 
born and bred, to the neglect of Surrey, where he had. The 
omission to don, in the streets of Guildford, the uniform in 
which he appeared at the German Emperor's review, is under- 
stood to have lost him the support of several keen workers 
in the Dress Reform League. 

A number of staunch Conservatives at King’s Lynn did not 
take the trouble to vote for Mr. Bow es, as they felt sure he 
would get in “ by hook or by crook.” Such are the effects of Mr. 
Punch’s pictures, for which he tenders the Cap’en an apology. 
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THE BIRRELLIGIOUS TRAVELLER. 


Mixister or Epucarioy. “THANK YOU; BUT I’M GOING MY OWN WAY.” 
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Obliging Votorist. - 
Groom. “ NeveER MIND THAT, Sirk. Bot 


THE 'ORSES THINK IT’S A MENAGERY ComIN’.”’ 


IF You 


“AS OTHERS SEE US.” 


Saat. 1 stor THe Encixe ?” 


CENTS WOULDN'T MIND JUST GETTIN’ OUT 








5 2 ATyeur 


AND 'IDIN’ BEHIND THE CAR FOR A MINUTE,— 








NATURE NOTES FOR FEBRUARY. | 
By a Week-enp Urnan Exprorer. 
Wirn the first faint cry of the catkin 
comes the glad knowledge that Spring is 
at the threshold of the garden, waiting 
to trail her skirts in our rose alleys, and 
to shape, with loving fingers, her subtly 
odoriferous onions into marketable bulbs. 
But there is still a frosty sting in the air 
o nights, and a dead vole lies on the 
garden walk—no, 1’m sorry; it’s only 
a six-and-a-quarter glove that has been 
worried by the terrier. Worms begin to 
wriggle on the lawn, for they have already 
consumed their winter store of nuts and 
acorns—or am I thinking of squirrels? 
and they must now begin to teach 
young Master Worm to go a-foraging, 
and to make his own tee on the putting- 
green. 
As we pass through the garden gate, 
and squelch into the mud of the lane, a 
er—an interesting specimen of the 
indigenous fauna of this country flashes 
across our path, too quickly for identifi- 
cation, and vanishes into the hedge, 
O.P. Hush! If we go very hurriedly 
past its lair, and look fixedly at the elm- 





tree tops, perhaps we shall avoid seeing 


it again, and I shall be spared the embar 
|rassment of having to put a name to it. | 


Away beyond the fallows Hopar is 
driving a hideously complicated machine 
(it looks like the portentous progeny 
of a windmill and a large tooth-comb 
on the long, lone track that winds over 
the uplands. Full well the farmer 
knows its use (in which, I confess, he 
has the advantage of me). On those 
same uplands in summer the poppied 
corn will wave in shimmering splendour, 

the golden, unprofitable grain that 
will enjoy (such is the grudging man 
date of the Polls) only as much Protec- 
tion as can be afforded it by a small 
boy with a raucous voice, and an old 
but sonorous tea-tray. 

An early bee, tempted out by a decep- 
tive and disorderly burst of energy on 
the part of the wan February sun, is 
looking inanely for its honeysuckle. Do 
you remember what Virou. says of the 
early honey-bee? If so, perhaps you 
will kindly fill the lacuna; for | don’t. 
Ah! now he has stung me, and I can 
say all that is necessary about the early | 
honey-bee myself. 

And now if you will put your head 
far into the holly bush, you may espy 





a small bird. That is the Avis Ricardua, 
and he looks damp and mopy, as if he 
wishes he could have afforded Biarritz, 
like the swallows and the King of Spar, 
The fragments of Harris tweed that 
you have so profusely left on the holly 
spines will be useful to him in nesting 
time, 

Striding bravely on we turn a bend 
in the long lane at last, and lo! right 
by the way we must take, there is one 
of the noblest of all the fauna of Merrie 


England. (There is a shrewd sting in 
the air, now that the sun has gone 
again. You notice it; and Hopsr, a 


Mittet-like figure in earth-toned gar- 
ments, who has providentially escaped 
alive from his mincing-machine on the 
hill, notices it too.) As we draw nearer, 
he and I, to the fir clump at the cross- 
roads, we can spy, in the dull light of 
the leaden day, a patch of glowing red. 
Stand a little this way, and vou will see 
a strange sight,—an animal rampant 
regardant, with a sunny smile on his 
roseate face, and a merry twirl in his 
tail. I, too, this bitter day of February 
Fill-dyke, am for this same “ Red Lion” 
and a beaded cup of nut-brown old 
October. 
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TO F. C. BURNAND. 


Husnep is the voice of jesting, and dim each friendly eye, 
For, lo, we come, your soldiers, to bid you our goodbye, 
To you who loved to lead us and whom we loved to boast 
| The chieftain of our revels, the Captain of our host. 





Dear Fraxx, our fellow-fighter, how noble was your praise, 
How kindly rang your welcome on those delightful days 


iit, 
And crowned with joy and laughter the rapier of your wit! 


| And if our words grew bitter, and wigs, that should have been 
| Our heads’ serene adornment, were all but on the green, 

| How oft your sunny humour has shone upon the fray, 

| And fused our fiery tempers, and laughed our strife away. 


In many a gay adventure, in many a joyous rail 

You led us and we followed, alert and undismayed ; 
Or if the onset slackened, your cheery call came plain 
To nerve our drooping courage and hearten us again. 


And now you doff your armour, dear comrade, and you go; 
Your rest we cannot grudge you, since you would have it so; 
Yet hear us as we pledge you, and take as you depart 

The fond and faithful homage of every loyal heart. 


Our part shall be to cherish the lustre of your name, 

To guard in pride and honour the record of your fame ; 
And, fired by your example, to wield a flashing sword 

For P’uneh to whom you bound us, our master and our lord. 


R. C. L. 





VARIATIONS ON AN OLD AIR. 


The following exercise has been received from an eminent composer, 
who thinks that “the conventions of musical composition might well be 
applied to literature.” The state of his mind is being inquired into. } 

1. 
* Faruer’s pants will soon fit Wii.” —Folk Song. 
il. 

Wituie will shortly be able to wear the trousers which papa 

purchased originally for his own use. 
i. 

The work of adapting for the use of Witte the pantaloons 
which father no longer requires is about to cease. The time 
is rapidly approaching when he will be able to wear them 
without alteration. 

IV, 

It is confidently anticipated that at no very distant date the 

diminutive Wit1aM will be of a size to ng 4: for his own use 


and ornament the integuments that have hitherto shrouded 
the nether limbs of his progenitor. 
Vv. 

By taking into account the normal rate of growth in the 
average adolescent, and relying upon young WILLIAM not to 
depart to any serious extent from the standard thus set up, it 
has been possible to calculate that, within a period which is 
not at present stated with actuarial exactitude, but may 
certainly be said to be coming to an end within a measurable 
distance of time, the young gentleman in question will attain 
to the stature at which, without undergoing any inconvenience | 
whatever, either physical or moral, he will find it possible, | 
supposing the other party to the arrangement to be willing | 
to put it to the test, to endue himself and continue to be| 
arrayed, not only in the privacy of his own chamber as a! 
matter of experiment, but openly as if he were wearing those | 
constructed by the art of the tailor for himself, the garments, 
commonly known as pants or trousers, which up to the 





| 
| 
| When, gathered in your presence, we cheered each piercing | 


present time have been set aside for the sole use of his male 
parent. 
VI. 
The child in Rags and Tatters gallivants, 
But rolling Time Accommodation grants ; 
I heard a voice say: They are giving out, 
| But Wie soon will wear his Father's pants. 
| vil. 

Aw Acreement made this first day of February one thousand 
nine hundred and six Berween Wituiam Swira of 73 Acacia 
Road Brixton in the County of London Wharfingers Manager 
hereinafter referred to as Father of the one part and WiLLiAM 
| Beaconsrietp Surra of the same address hereinafter referred 

to as Wu.uie of the other part and their executors adminis- 
\trators heirs and assigns Waeress Father owns uses and is 
in possession of one habiliment to wit a pair of pants trousers 
/breeches pantaloons overalls fillibegs or inexpressibles and 
Whereas the said habiliment is no longer in the state and 
condition in which Father can properly be seen wearing it 
jand Waereas Wi. is not so particular Now Tas INpeNTuRE 
| Wrrvesseru that it is agreed and declared that when Wi.ur 
shall have arrived at a fit age height width girth and ampli- 
tude Father shall stent and quietly yield and deliver 
|up for the sole use and enjoyment of Witure the aforesaid 
habiliment to be by Witte possessed held occupied and 
enjoyed in perpetuity fair wear and tear and damage by fire 
only excepted In wiryess whereof the said parties to these 
| presents have hereunto set their hands and seals. 
vill. 

Yir trous for mony weary weeks 
Were patched ahint, afore ; 
But, Weir, sune ye ‘ll wear the breeks 
That syne yir faither wore. 


IX. 
MEMORANDUM. 
From Tsasc Moss & Co., To Wustim Sairn, Esq., 
Military Tailors and 73, Acacia Road, 
Accoutrement Makers, Brixton. 
Mile End Road, E. 
Jan. 31, 1906. 
Dear Sir,—On referring to our books we find that on 
Jan. 1, 1902 we had the honour of supplying you with a 
pair of striped Angola wool trousers. As we usually have 
the pleasure of altering your trousers for the use of your son 
after four years’ wear, we trust that we shall soon be receiving 
this order from you. Yours respectfully, 
I. Moss & Co. 
To Messrs. I. Moss & Co. 73, Acacia Road, 
Brixton, Feb. 1, 1906. 
Dear Sirs,—Yours of 31st ult. to hand and contents noted. 
I have the pleasure to inform you that my son will soon be 
big enough to wear my discarded trousers without alteration. 
I regret, therefore, that I shall not be able to entrust any 
further work of this description to your firm. I hope, how- 
ever, in a few months’ time to be placing another order with 
you on my own account. Yours truly, 
Wa. Sarre. 
XI. 
These are the pants that Dad wore. 
This is the boy who’s growing so fast 
That the time will soon be over and past 
When the alteration made was vast 
In the size of the pants that Dad wore. 


XII. 
He's getting a big boy now. 
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solution of the difficulty.} 





| 
THE MISSING WORD. yaaa vill 


I, ¢ / 
[A lady’s journal has complained of the lack / ih pms if / Gin ' Wifi. LZ 
of a satisfactory term to express the relations| 4/7 f % hig Bid Uf uff ,/ VIL, + ’ 
of engaged couples. “Fiancé” and “‘sweet-| "9 ’ q Sa? > ; VW) hi Wey, wLS y 
heart,” upon different grounds, are al ke re-| Oa | ai q | Ve 4 i, y WN Fhe AY 
jected, and “my future” is suggested as a Hi yi ' Mf UA ¢- 4/ 


| la 

Tie God of Luck was ever loth 

To deal us all the aces, 
And even lovers’ plighted troth 

Had stupid commonplaces ; 
There was no reasonable phrase 

(Nor one with any rhyme in) 
‘lo mark the amatory phase 

Just previous to Hymen. 


Y 


No Social Guide had hit upon 
A word that suited Puytis, 
When introducing Corypon 
At tea to AMARYLLIS ; 
While C. consulted Chatty Snips, 
Or bought a Mecum Vade, 
But found no title on his lips 
To designate the lady. 


“ Fiancée”’ was too harsh and cold 
(Nor even Anglo-Saxon) 

For girls with hair resembling gold, 
And features pink and waxen ; | 

While Pyrrna of the native charms 
(Abetted by discreet art) 

Would sooner leave Amyntas’ arms 
Than hear him call her “sweetheart.” 


She too, conversely, found it grate 
To mention her “ intended,” 
And “my young man,” though| 
accurate, 
Could hardly be commended ; | 
Such forms might do for Mouts and | 
MIKEs, | 
But where is the analogy 
Between such persons and the likes 
Of Lyctpas and Laace ? 





Then has our Press indeed produced 
An answer to the riddle ? Bill Sikes (suddenly dropping on policeman having a quiet amoke). “'Anps vr! JoTH oF 
‘em, on I rire! Wat! ‘AaVING A NICE QUIET SMOKE ON DUTY, WAS YER?” 


Or cut the social knot that used mn es 
Adoring pairs to diddle ? PC. XYZ. “Su! Doy’r TALK so Loup, yer Foot.! "Ere comes THE Iserecror, You "Lt 
. |GET US BOTH INTO TROUBLE!” 


When Epwin craves an early date = a 
For matrimonial sutures , : : - 

: i . ee siaieistiansitiinaae |clusively disproved the claims to that 

And ANGELINA whispers Wait, | OU R NEW DETEC TIV ES. | evil eminence advanced on behalf of the 


Oh, shall we call them “ futures?” 














Exocouracep by the noble example of | Man in the Iron Mask, Simple Simon 
Professor Cuurton Coins, who, we 'and King Cole, while at the same time 
understand, has just been appointed |showing that gross negligence attaches 
Mysteriographer Royal to the new Sim-jto Scotland Yard for their conduct of 
plon Tunnel, quite a number of dis-| the case in its preliminary stages. 
tinguished authors and publicists are} Sir Lewis Morris, whose recent state- 


devoting their attention to the subject | ment that most of the Upice of Hades was 


Ingenious lexicographer ! 
It sounds a bright suggestion ; 
Yet— pardon if we still demur 
You beg the vital question ! 
Too often through a latent worm 
The flower of love has wilted, 








And facts would stultify your term, of criminal investigation. ; . lw ritten on the Underground will be 
Suppose the swain were jilted. Mr. Percy Firzceraip, having saatis- fresh in the minds of our readers, has 
factorily cleared up the Mystery of Edwin'|accepted the arduous post of Chief 
His “future ’—'tis a daring word, _| Drood, has now been engaged by the | Inspector of Police on the Welsh coal- 
Mutabile nam semper- | Folk-Lore Society to ascertain once and | fields. The office carries with it the 
Might be for evermore deferred | for all the identity of the malefactor who | honorary title of Miner Poet of the Deep 
Through semeone’s horrid temper; | killed Cock Robin. Mr. Frrzceraww’s | Levels, a réle for which Sir Lewis's pro- 
And queer reflections would be cast | researches will shortly be published in | fundity of thought, and complete mastery 
On both the classic peasants, a handsome folio, and without discount-|of the art of sinking, render him pecu- 
If Srreruon found his future past ing the interest attaching to their perusal wy suitable. 
Before the wedding presents! we may say that he has finally and con-) Professor Sir James Dewan, famous for 
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his epoch-making researches in low 
temperatures, has been commissioned | 
by The Daily Mail to conduct a series | 
of investigations in the high latitudes of | 
Saffron Hill with a view to ascertaining | 
the cause which renders the retailers of | 
ice creams so peculiarly prone to the use 
f the knife. Sir James Dewar will 
he accompanied in his perilous investi- 
gations by Sir James Caiciroy-Browye, 
vhose command of the Bianca Cappella | 
dialect is notorious, and who will adopt a 
lisguise rendering him practically indis 
tinguishable from Sir Epwarp CLarke. 








CHARIVARIA. 
Presipent Roosevert’s daughter is now 
iarried, and reports from all over the 
United States state that the country is 
radually settling down. 


The Lrish are so confident of getting 
independent Parliament that they 

ve already begun rehearsing. At a 
meeting of the Council of the Cork Cor 
poration last week, Councillor Micterp, 
we learn from the Press, rushed at 
Councillor Dowovan and struck him: 
Councillor DesmMoxp rushed to Councillor 
Donovan's assistance, and an Alderman 
ran to attack Councillor Deswonp; then 
Councillor Mitterp seized a chair. The 
proceedings subsequently became riotous. 


Mr. Aurrep Lyrrentoy, it is announced, 
will not resume his ordinary practice at 
the Bar, but will be available as an 
arbitrator. Mr, Barrour and Mr. Cram 
BERLAIN are said to have been among the 
first to secure his services. 

In connection with the new show of 
'urver pictures at the Tate Gallery, we 
are asked by a member of the Chelsea 
Art Club to say that there are many 
more hidden treasures in this country in 
artists’ studios. They are only awaiting 


lisce ver 


\ book has just appeared on this side 
of the Channel entitled “ How to take a 
House.” M LEPINE is said now to be 
preparing a treatise on the subject of 
How to take a Chure! 


\ hiteh at a wedding is always 
In Italy, the other day, a 
lady whom the bridegroom was not 


marrying killed him. 


unpleas int 


Par” Crowe, who was charged with 
abducting the son of Mr. Enwarp Cupany, 
the millionaire pork-packer, related, at 
his trial, how he nearly succeeded in 
kidnapping the eldest son of Mr. Jony 
D. Rockeretter: and many millionaires’ 
children are now having poison labels 
attached to them bearing the words 
, Not to be taken.” 


Professor Hospay, of Kennington, 
states that dogs can now be fitted with 
false teeth, wooden legs, artificial paws, 
and glass eyes. The flower-shops pro- 
vide imitation bark. 


The flow of English humorists into 
America has received a set-back. A 
London gentleman who joked with tlie 
immigration officials at New York was 
detained for examination into his mental 
condition. 


Only one case of drunkenness was 
recorded last year in Southwold. This 
is one of the East Coast towns which are 
petitioning Parliament on account of th 
inroads made by the water. 


More L.C.C. extravagance! It has 
been decided that the Council’s steam 
boats are to be painted black, although 
this was done only the other day by The 
Daily Mail. 

Successful trials have been made in 
Paris of an armoured motor-car, which 
is shell-proof, travels at twenty-eight 
miles an hour, and fires 600 shots 
minute. This, we 
scorcher's retort to the police-trap. 


suppose, is the 


We hear that three more motor 
omnibus companies are about to invade 
the London streets, and that their 
vehicles are to be christened, after the 
prevailing fashion, “ The Scent-Bottle,” 
“ The Stove,” and “ The Rattle.” 


A gentleman writes to The Express 
suggesting that, with a view to facili 
tating the sorting of the private and 
business communications which one 
receives, all the latter should be marked 
on the envelope “B.C.” An American 
correspondent points out that these 
initials would admirably symbolise our 
business methods. 


A book entitled Turning for Beginners 
has made its appearance. 
evidently of the opinion that many of 
the new M.P.’s will soon be desirous of 
leaving the Liberal benches with the idea 
of obtaining more comfort elsewhere. 


Someone is 


In a paper which he read at the Baptist 
Conference at Chiswick, the local minister 
complained that too much giggling and 
open laughter went on in the choir. We 
must say we like moderation in all things 

Our old beliefs continue to be shat- 
tered. A bull residing at Ashby-de-la- 
Zouch entered a china shop, walked 
round the premises, and withdrew with- 
out doing more than a shillingsworth of 
damage. 


Certain lyrists who write “ numbers” 


| for! musical comedies. are complaining 
that their names are often omitted from 
the programmes. We certainly think 
the responsibility ought to be fixed. 





BALLADE OF AN EX-MP. 


No more I dread the Sereaker’s frown, 
Or tremble at the Party whip, 
Or moon about the dingy town, 
My heart upon a foreizn trip. 
The iron hand has loosed its grip ; 
The captive from his chain is free ; 
And like a child I dance and skip, 
A happy ex-M.P.! . 
No more can any Sarra or Browy 
At public meetings jeer and quip, 
While I, who yearn to slay the clown, 
Endure it with a smiling lip. 
I have the villains by the hip - 
To whom of old I bowed the knee. 
What joy to give them all the slip 
A happy ex-M.P.! 
No more my desk is weighted down 
With begging-letters, that would strip 
My pockets of the last half-crown, 
And leave me like an arid chip. 
Within my rival’s purse may dip 
The hands that once applauded me. 
The wine of leisure now I sip, 
A happy ex-M.P.! 
Envoy. 
Prince! Though St. Stephen's spells 
renown 
Or may do, if the Fates decree), 
I follow Freedom's flying gown, 


A happy ex-M.P.! 








‘‘A Ministering Angel.” 
“ Lapy, experienced, OFFERS SERVICES 
free toa London parish. Would take 
entire charge.” Church Times. 


Me. J. W. Yorke Scarterr, according 
to The Morning Post, has expressed his 
intention of resigning the Mastership of 
the Tedworth owing to the increase of 
wire and difficulties of shooting tenants. 
But surely a little practice should put 
this right. Why not join a Rifle Club ? 
“TIXPERIENCED Lapy Hovusrkeerer seeks 

4 re-engagement. Can cook vegetarian.”’ 

Chureh Times. 

We can quite understand how it is 
that the lady is at present out of an 
engagement, but she should have no 
difficulty in finding work with a cannibal 
household. A new piquancy would be 
given to her cuisine by the reflection 
that its victims belonged to a rival school 
of thought. 


\ ASONIC Brother (25) Desires Position as 
4 Timber Clerk or other; unapproachable 
references.—North Eastern Daily Gazette. 

The worst thing about “ unapproach- 
able references” is the obvious difficulty 
of getting at the facts. 
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THE ETON SLOUCH. 


[The following letters dealing with this 
momentous topic have failed to reach the Head 
Master of Eton, for whom they were evidently | 





intended, and are published herewith.) 


My pear Canon Lyrreitox,—I cannot | 
help thinking that your boys walk too| 
much. It is a most injurious habit. | 
Make them cover the distances between | 
class-rooms, up and down town, to and 
from games, and so forth, at a brisk, | 
regular trot, and the growing canker | 
will soon be nipped in the bud. Then | 
there is the question of food. Boys are 
over-fed. Without being a faddist, I 
should like to recommend the following 
dietary, as being not only sufficient but 
salubrious for a normal growing lad: | 

Breakfast: —A plateful of porridge 
(hot oat or cold plum) and one cup of 
luke-warm Vigoro. 

Dinner :—A few Brazil nuts (only the 
kernels should be consumed) and half a 
push-ball. 

Tea :—One bean (biled). | 

Supper may be omitted. 

I am, Yours faithfully, 
Eustace Mu. 


Caxoy!—The Battle of Waterloo (as 
the Iron Duke observed) was won on 
the playing-fields of Eton. Will the 
contests of the future be decided upon 
Agar’s Plough? Not if this kind of| 
thing continues to goon. There is too 
much tucking-in at the grub-shop, or 
grubbing-in at the tuck-shop—I forget 
which, but my point is the same. 
Things were very different when I was 
a boy. Verb. sap. Yours in haste, 

One OF THE OLD ScHooL. 

Reverend aNp VENERABLE Sir,—What | 
your young gentlemen require, if we 
may suggest it, is our new Robusto- 
Radium Belt at 30s. It is invaluable | 
for dissipating that fatigued fang 8 














natural after a long romp in the play- co ae : 
ground, or hard spell at the books. We eS ae: ies any = Dart. 
| “m “wee ou N AT POO f 
— a ene 0 eee ee | Natioe. “Can’T ZAY ZACTLY HOW DEEP HER BE; BUT I DO MIND PUTTING DOWN A POLE 
fon on 0 eens en | VIVTEEN VOOT LONG, AND HER WAS JUST VOUR VOOT DEEPER. I CAN TELL "EE THAT FUR sURE.” 
Very respectfully yours Blue b ‘edeed! And 7 be 
, gentlemen. ue blood, in ! An 
Power & Co. what is worse, the teachers allow it. ost « Handbag. 


. . ‘ yl . . . ; . Our attention has been called to a 
P.S.—We could do a special line in| Quis custodiet custodies? as the grand : v 
colours, if required for the Eton Society, old Mantuan sang. I shall transfer the | VeTy fine sporting offer in The Field, 


from 50s. hero of my imminent novel to some other = Agency advertises the following 
; ie school. shoot : 
an aor Poagprconny Baer acme 4 ‘a Yours more in sorrow than in anger, | “6 Rabbits, 4 pheasants (1905 bag); nice 
= bl mh tet y “owd of _ The Swannery, M. C. lodge. Inclusive rent, Aug. 1 to Sept. 30, 
4 , Strat ford. £300. 


Thames Valley? Why not remove the 
te ft oe Oe en : in, and allowing for the fact that the 
stead Heath, or some other congenial More Home Nursery Hints. 


suburb ? Yours without bias k eer ; period named stops just short of the 
Ow Hamnovus. (From Our Ezaminer in Housewifery.) opening of the pheasant season, we work 


Lixszep Poultices are used for deep-|out the prospective cost at £50 per head 

Sir,—So this is what comes of hunting | seated information. Mustard or terps|(all rabbits), which is of course} vastly 
the tame hare to death with dogs, and | put in them will get at any information | above the average market price for this 
turning out little loafers instead of! and can be used for poisons. viand. 


Reckoning the nice Lodge as thrown 
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| A FIRST NIGHT. 


Indiqnant Pla ght (to leading actor, behind the seenes). “Coxrounp 11, MAN, You'VE ABSOLUTELY MURDERED THE 


’” 


IECE 


| eading Actor Pinpon me, put | THINK THE FOUL PLAY Is yours!” 








| JUST A FEW WORDS AT PARTING. 


| \ r forty-three years spent in Mr. Punch’s service, first 
thie ungest of his Staff, then, for over a quarter of a 
century, his Editor, [ resign my funetions as President of his 
Council, Primus inter pares, and hand d¥er its great respon 
lities, its absorbing work, with it8, to a certain extent. 
pensating advantages, to my ily appointed, younger, 


ell-qualified successor 
In February, 1863, under Mark Lewoy’s wise and genial 
rule, and introduced with a memorably hearty welcome from 
|} Witutam Makepeace Toackeray, | made my first appearance 
| Mr. Punel’s Council Board. In February, 1906, |] 
to the present representatives of Mr. Puneh’s Council, 


ng the members of the Staff of that period assembled 


J hands, bid farewell, and make my exit. Bonsoir, la 


’ 
( npn 


| readily avail myself of the opp tunity graciously afforded 
me by Mr. Puneh’s Proprietors of thaaking, ex integro corde, 
ill the Knights of Pen and Pencil at this Table Round for 
the loyal support they have given me, and for the courtesy 
they have invariably shown me during these past twenty-five 
years and a half of Editorship. Of their friendship and 
loyalty I am, and always shall be, justly proud. Wherever 
surrender of principle has not been involved, private or party 
opinions have been either modified, or, in the best interests 
f Mr. Punch, have not been unduly pressec|. 

The aim of any Punch-appointed “ Director of our Mirth ” 
should be, and, if Mr. Punch is to hold securely the eminent 
position he has achieved, must be, to provide relaxation for 
ill, fun for all, without a spice of malice or a suspicion of 


ilgarity, humour without a flavour of bitterness, satire 





without reckless severity, and nonsense so laughter-com- 


pelling as to be absolutely irresistible from its very 
absurdity. 

In old days the best examples of pictorial art allied with 
humour, whether intensely comic or deeply pathetic, are to 
be found in the work of Dicky Doyie, Jony Leecn, and Sir 
and, on the literary side, Mr. Punch, for all 
time, will be proud of the great gifts of Tuackeray, the genius 


Joun TENNIEL; 


of Hoop who sang The Song of the Shirt, and will quote with 
pleasure the delightfully light rhymes and the sparkling 
prose of Sueiey Brooxs; while, in later years, he will grate- 
fully recall the pathetic Cry of the City Clerk, written by 
Ciement Scorr, who was never on the Staff, and will once 
again chuckle over Mitniken’s ’Arry and ’Arriet verses, 
which, with the same author's Childe Chappie, may be 
reckoned among the most popular papers that have ever 
appeared in Punch. 

One thing it would be but false modesty on my part not 
to record, and that is the inexpressible pleasure | feel in 
acknowledging the evidence, affectionately pressed upon me, 
from all quarters, of the widely and ‘firmly established popu- 
larity of “ Happy Thoughts.” 

I have spoken my epilogue. Shall I add, ‘‘ Happy Thought 

Retire!” Why, certainly, for it is with the “ Happiest 
Thoughts” that I do retire. 

From Mr. Punch’s stage, and appearing, for the last time, 
as his Editor, | wave my adieux to my good “ friends in 
Au revoir, frequently I hope, elsewhere. Then 
turning to salute affectionately the members of the United 
Company of Mirth Makers over which it has been for so long 
a period my greatest privilege to preside, and speaking in all 
earnestness, I adapt, to this occasion, the familiar valediction 
of tender-hearted Rip Van Winkle and say, “May you all 


front!” 


ive mg ; ape chy - ‘ 
| live long and brosber ! F. C. Burxann. 














Metanines 


i ila aa 


\y 


— 





—_ 7 oreune+ acolo 
OS ee See: ro ~ ae nd — - - 
: ees! St 6 en 
. oe * : 
ime . = yr > F 























Pall | | | 
j | ; } | I | i H | Ip < | 
HTP ALIA wT j HHT Mi —- = j | 
Ol) oN a a. 
j i | | vu HTT .. | | 











Fearvary 21, 1906. 











ED AHEAD. 





7 
4 








N CHARIVART. 


FULL SPE 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDO 
| 




















eee 


MTT | | 
| ‘mosnpogeegeeeeed 




















(SEARCH LIGH 


| SY 





~ 


























Fesrvary 21, 1906.) 


PUNCH, 


OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 139 








ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 


Exrractep From THe Diary or Tosy, M.P. 

House of Commons, Tuesday night, | 
Feb. 13.—Prevailing note at opening of 
Session to-day one of hilarity. 
House last met earthquake has engulfed 
matiy cherished companions. Still 670 
Members go to make a House, and most 
of them are here. Over the thin ranks 
of Unionists a cloud of bereavement lies 
low, tempered by feeling of satisfaction 
in breasts of survivors that each knows | 
one who has been saved. Akers Dove as, 


Since 


again locum tenens for absent Leader, | 


thinks sadly of times that are no more. 
Remembers how, when he last filled the 
position in temporary absence of Prince 
Artuur, down with influenza, an ob- 
server taking note of the youth of recent 
additions to reconstructed Government 
spoke of occupants of Treasury Bench: 
as “ Young Men and old Axers.” The 
young men, alack! have been swept 
away in the flood that whelmed their 
Leader. Only some half-dozen ex 
Ministers hold the dismantled fort. 
Among them are Water Lona, blush- 


ing for faithless friends in South Bristol ; | 
Grorce Wynpuam, radiant with smiles, 


looks round the benches where Ulster 


Members ought to sit, and cannot dis- | 


cover his friend WittiAm Moore. 
“*Tochaber no more, they used to 
sing in mournful melody,” he remarked 


to AcLanp-Hoop seated near him. “ Now 


it’s North Antrim no Moore.” 





“The Pink ’Un turned and anxiously re- 
garded the ex-Chief Secretary.” 
(Sir Al-x-nd-r Acl-nd H-d.) 


EGO ET 


“My dear Arthur, nothing would ever induce 








DUX MEUS, 


me to leave you or to enter into any sort of 


competition with you.” 


The Pixx ’Un turned and anxiously 
regarded the ex-Chief Secretary. 
much MacDonnelling made him mad ? 
Did not pursue enquiry; preferred to 
return to contemplation of the good 
time coming when he, no longer Minis 
terial Whip, might linger at the dinner 
table past nine o'clock, unmindful of 
plots for snap divisions. 

Victor Cavenpisn sat upright, immo. 
bile, expressionless, facing futurity with 


| stony stare. 


“What a splendid figure-head he'd 


imake for a ship!” said the Memper ror 


Sark, regarding him admiringly. “If 
it went down behind him with all hands 
aboard, he wouldn’t wink an eyelid.” 
Treasury Bench so thronged that 
Winston, characteristically refraining 
from pushing early into place, was fain 
to seat himself on steps of empty Chair. 


\In serried row of jubilant Ministers 
|a gap kept opposite brass-bound box on 


table that marks bearings of Leader of 
the House. Presently C.-B. entered 
from behind the Sreaker’s Chair, hailed 
with lusty cheer unknown in House 





Had | hack. 


from Liberal throats these ten years 
Enthusiastic Members below 


| Gangway showed signs of inclination to 


rise to their feet; compromised by lift 
ing their hats in salute. Quite a new 
thing this, small in its way, but indi 
cating birth of greater ones. 

C. L., seating himself between Asqurra 
and Jown Mor.ey, started on observing 
to right of former a figure top-hatted. 
Something familiar about the grey frock- 
coat suit first seen in the House when, 
twenty-six years ago, Enwarp Cianks, a 
rising young man in Common Law Courts 
and Surrey Sessions, came in from South- 
wark. Yes, it was the ex-Solicitor 
General of Sauisnury days. Elected for 
the City, he, in accordance with ancient 
privilege, claimed place on ‘Treasury 
Bench on this, the opening day of 
|new Parliament. ALbBan Gisss, his fellow 
| Member, sat by him, bareheaded. The 
legal mind declined finally to commit 
itself. Desiring to make known to 
|whom it might concern that in seating 
|himself in the midst of the enemy’s 
camp the action was taken “ without 
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prejudice,” 
portionately tall hat. His the only head 
covered on the Treasury Bench. 

House summoned to meet at 2 o'clock. 
Twenty minutes past, and nothing yet 
happened. Higher grew the buzz of 
conversation, broader the smile that 
beamed the full length and breadth of 
the Ministerial Benches. Never was 
seen or heard a more joyous throng. 
Suddenly the cry of “ Black Rod !” rose 
above the din. It was the door-keeper 
who, having made his way through the 
throng blocking the Bur, stood by the 
chair of the Serjeant-at-Arms and pro 
claimed the messenger from the House 
of Lords. 

Deep silence fell over the jubilant 
crowd. It obviously unnerved Black 
Rod. If they had gone on laughing 
and chatting all would have been 
well. This silence had uncomfortable 
resemblance to experience on entering a 
vault; added to it was consciousness of 
five hundred pairs of eyes closely examin- 
ing his full Admiral’s uniform. 

Advancing towards the Table, Black 
Rod showed disposition to tack. After 
getting his bearings, bore a straight 
course for the Table. The blood-curdling 
silence continued. Black Rod stared 
straight before him over the heads of 
the clerks at the empty Chair. He wet 
his lips and opened them; no sound 
issued. Was he going to break down 
as did his gallant predecessor, tempo- 
rarily paralysed as he stood in the same 
place? Holding himself perfect after 
many rehearsals, he had _ evidently 
intended to recite his message. But 
this ghastly silence, these double walls 
of piercing eyes, too much. The awful 
solitude, the gripping chilliness of the 
Arctic regions, familiar thirty years ago, 
nothing to this ordeal. 

Happily the Admiral had a card up 
his sleeve—or, to be precise, a piece of 
paper in his shirt-cuff. Notserved in the 
Crimea for nothing, nor taken a share in 
stamping out Indian Mutiny without 
learning a thing or two. From within 
the cuff round his left wrist he produced 
what Prixce Arruur, had he been present, 
would have recognised as half a sheet of 
notepaper. Spreading it out, he read 
his message, bidding ‘this honourable 
House” repair to the House of Lords. 

There followed another fearsome pause. 
Black Rod had fulfilled his mission ; 
how was he to clear out ? Not back- 
ward this time, thank heaven. He stood 
a pace on one side and wistfully looked 
at the Pix "Uy, who rather enjoyed 
seeing another man in difficulties. Sir 
Courrenay Iupert, Clerk of the House, 
director of its proceedings in its inchoate 
state, came to the rescue. Leaving his 
chair at the Table, he joined Black Rod, | 
and the two walked forth, followed by a| 
train of Members, at their head the) 


CLARKE put on a dispro- | 





“Tue Fry ww Amber.” 


Mr. Asquith espies a (political) stranger on 
the Treasury Bench. 
(Sir Edw-rd Cl-rke.) 


Leader of the House and the Deputy 
Leader of the Opposition. 


Business done.—J. W. Lowruer re-| 
elected Speaker by acclamation. 
Thursday night—Our Army swore 
terribly in Flanders. So it is said. | 
Nothing to what the House of Commons | 











5 | 


| 


Patuetic Scene Ovrsipe THe RaiLines or 
Patace Yarp. 


| 
(Mr. Gerald Balfour said, during the Election, 
that he looked forward to much pleasurable 
amusement watching across the Table of the 
House the efforts of the New Ministry to hold | 
together and to satisfy their supporters. Alas! 
he is no longer a member of the House !) 





has done on threshold of Session. Began 
yesterday, occupied this afternoon. 

Quite a business-like performance. 
Tables hospitably spread. Wigged and 
gowned clerks in attendance. Batches 
of five Members swear in chorus. 
March on in single file to sign roll of 
Parliarent. Thereafter led by untiring 
Clerk of House, who introduced them 
by name to Speaker. Some he had 
known before. Many unfamiliar facee. 
With equally grave urbanity skook 
hands with all. 

Mr. Lowrner lacks unique experience 
that befel Lord Pee. when he was in the 
Chair. Amongst Members brought up 
for formal introduction was a Member 
he thought he had seen before. Search- 
ingly scanned right arm above the elbow. 
Certain he saw gleam beneath the cloth 
the pale flame of a strawberry mark. 

“ My long-lost Brother?” he whisper ed 
under his breath. 

“Yes, Arraur, dear boy,” responded 
the new Member. 

All this sotto voce. Would never have 
done for Speaker of House of Commons 
on such occasion to vary demeanour in 
recognition of family ties, however closely 
drawn. 

“Sir Rosert Peet, Member for Hunting- 
don,” announced the Clerk. 

The Speaker offered his hand with dis- 
tant dignity, and Sir Rosert, not quite 
successfully repressing a wink, passed 
on. 

Nothing so good as that in dreary 
ceremony now drawing to conclusion. 

Business done.— Members swearin’ 
like anythink. 





CAPABLE CADDIES. 


Rumour has it that a movement is on 
foot amongst a certain section of the 
golfing public to ensure that for the 
future all caddies on English links shall 
be compelled to furnish satisfactory 
proof that they are physically and 
morally qualified for the porterage and 
cleaning of clubs, and acquainted with 
the more rudimentary principles of the 
game. ‘To this end, it is reported, an 
entrance examination paper is in course 
of preparation, in which individuals 
aspiring to official recognition as caddies 
will be required to obtain a percentage 
of at least 80 marks. The following 
questions are said to have been already 
drafted : 

1. Write your name, legibly if pos- 
sible, in the top right-hand corner of 
the sheet. 

(Do not trouble to insert your 
nickname, as it is a matter of 
indifference to the examiners 
whether you are locally known 
as “ Tiger,’ “ Ginger,’ or “ Bill 
Buailey.”’) 

2. State your age. If this is less 
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than six, or more than seventy-five years, 
you may omit the remaining questions 
and retire at once from the examination. 

3. Are you married or single? Give 
reasons for your answer. 

4. Illustrate the finer points of dis- 
tinction between 

(a) a niblick and a gutty ; 
(b) a bye and a bulger. 

5. Are you a Protectionist or a Total 
Abstainer ? 

6. Rewrite the following passage, 
correcting anything that may strike you | 
as an error or an incongruity:—“Inan| , 
18-hole match, X., a seratch player with | /// 
a handicap of 20, stood dormy 12 at the | 
17th hole, but while half-way through 
the final green was unfortunate enough 
to get badly bunkered behind the tee- 
box. Being required to play ‘two 
more’ to his opponent Y., who had 
laid himself dead in 6, he only played 
one of them, thus holing out in 5, and 
securing a victory by the narrow margin 
of 4 up and 7 to play.” 

7. Given that the regulation charge | 
for a round is a shilling, would you 
consider yourself justified in attempting 
to exact an extra half-crown for club- 
cleaning from a player in spectacles, | 
with a handicap of 27 and a wistful | 
expression ? (Candidates are advised to 
say “ No” to this question.) 




















THE DECLINE OF ENGLAND. 


[It has been stated that the late visit of the 
New Zealand Football Fifteen to this country 
ranks as the most ~o event in the 
history of the British Empire since the Dia- 
mond Jubilee. It is suggested that this renders 
even more remarkable the recent Flection 
Returns by which the dream of closer relations 
with the Colonies is temporarily dissipated. | 
Ivrrepip Islanders, whose fame 

Has rung through Ocean's furthest 

channels 
Since you were asked to cross the same Bus-driver. ‘‘ Aut riont, Lapies! You're quire sare, THEY'RE WERRY PARTIKLER 
; . . , ” 

And bring along your football flannels, WOT THEY EATS : 

People have missed the serious side 








Of that victorious endeavour, England, we said, will surely heal You might have helped some hour of 

And coming decades as they glide , Her wounded preg i See 1 solace B 2 ; rd pr tah —- ; (need 
r: . : n wrapping up the island’s wea ut fate has otherwise decreed, 

Wik grew move deeedens then over. Wisk thet off Gealaatem and Wattace;, The nexiis that we knit are rupti. 
We had not hoped, indeed, for fruit The ancient breed who turned to bay as oak 

From Mr. Kipiixa’s ‘avourite fancies, At Agincourt and other places lhe ( olonies may drift apart 
Dealing with men who ride and shoot —_, Will note the error of their way, And justify the gloomy Sibyl, 

On large Imperial expanses, And fawn upon the junior races. Who tells us we shall lose the art 


Nor yet the Boer War; we plead Of scientific dodge and dribble ; 

No case for those forgotten lessons; But no! They've put the Liberals in, | Evolving new formations yet 
Why should we hug the past, or heed And goodness (not the writer) kaowsif| They may erase the Mother's image, 

A mere external effervescence ? They ever purpose to repin While English footballers forget 

re » |. Their faith upon the creed of Josepn; The proper way to pack a scrimmage. 

But when your troupe of “ Total Blacks,” | yet how shall English Sport regain , 

Cubs of the Motherland (or scions), The niche it recently vacated And yet, sublimely unconcerned, 
Made rings about our Rugby backs, | With Emni he a> wee And quite incompetent to master 

. - | With Empire on the steady wane, : - 

And crumpled up their parent lions,—| ang Tory bonds depreciated ? The lessons that he might have learned 

That was a point, we thought, had . From International Disaster, 


pricked We looked ahead in rosier dreams, It agen the vagrant voter’s mood 
Notskinalone, but fleshand blood-deep,| Pulling the ties of kinship tauter, o concentrate his mental tissue 
The muddied oafs themselves were licked | To building up our broken teams | Upon the chance of cheaper food, 


Upon their own maternal mud-heap. From younger blood across the water; And hang the whole athletic issue ! 

















— 


} Morrow 8 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


[Fesrvary 21, 1906. 








THE NEW RENDEZVOUS. 


Tue Tribune's spl 
ny to its offices a 


place where inqui 
write and receive rey 
nm ye litical and othe 
aul pted by ( 


heen 


very short time there will be no news 


paper office { any 
Information 


i, ime illecl 


! the Rendezvous 
1] bee nawered 
\ll wild-l oking 
ntlemer lor ex 

| le vith a glare 

n the eve and a 
horsewhip or revol 
er in their hands 
k to be 
i ft ay te 

t! Editor's room 
ll be firmly ejec 
ted nor 8 any 


encouragement to 
he extended to im 
quirers as wo to 
weather 


x r the probable 
results of next 
wee hk s race, or to 





ny one in need of 
temporary financial 
A line, it is 


felt, even by The 


Tribune, must be 
drawn mewhere 
Short of this, how 
evel the Rendez 
on hould be very 
ctive useful, 
i it \ | ive us 
} ch pl re from 
r windows Oppo 
te to see the in 
tellectually hungry 
ml thirsty enter 
84 its doors in 
‘lespair at ad emerg 
ing the picture of 
mental repletion 
Bouvert street iS 
becom ny ia he WwW 
place 


Among the oth 


Bureau or 


to take in, and the best circulating 
rited policy of attach 
comfortable mee ting 
reTs read and 
lies to their questions 
matters has already 


ther editors, and i 


will quickly and clearly answer. 
may 


the paper's library, and a champagne 


pedia Britannica. This is a step in 
The Tribune's enterprise, 
which takes no count of bodily emptiness. 

The Rendezvous which The Standard 


importance but has/ advance of 


Rendezvous 


“"Oo ARE YER STARIN’ aT?” 


“T atx’? Goop at Naturat ‘Istory.” 


r papers which 


| 


husil rovnising Rendezvous of their the real meaning of Free Trade and 
own are The Times and The Spectator,| Protection, Mr. CHamper.ary’s genius, | 
The War Cry, The Tailor and Cutter,| Mr. Batrour’s powers of delicate ana- 
The Standard and The Outlool: lvsis, and cognate subjects, will 

The Times proposes to limit the answered instantly by the Editor of The 
nature 


for reasons of its « 
impart the secret of 
tion 
to Z., 


tiously obtained, at 


together with 


wr. 
where such informa- | in 
nc h other, from A. 


the new Parliament. 


a not too high figure, may be expected. 





The Spectator’s Rendezvous is to be 


parrots. The rural 


library to join, The Times Rendezvous fitted with every facility for the care and 
Any maintenance of pets, and its proceedings 
queries, however, as to the authorship of will take the form of a series of séances 
articles in the paper will be discouraged. for the exploitation of gifted fauna, 
Tea will be provided for those who join such as cats and dogs and clean-minded 


clergy are also ex- 


lunch for all purchasers of the Eneyelo- pected to congregate here in some 


numbers on their visits to the metro- 


pe lis. 


Livelier fare is offered by The War 


Cry in 


its Shelters —-we 
liven at The Tribune not every visitor and The Outlook have combined to open Rendezvous. 





| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
' 
| 
| 
| 


| 


jand Cutter 
|give a daily con- 


ibe seen 








should say, 


Arrangements have been 


made with Mr. Ber- 
NARD Saw to attend 
every evening to 
answer questions 
with regard to the 
working of the Sal- 


vation Army and 
the merits of the 
big drum. Mr. 


CHESTERTON will also 
attend every after- 
noon to discourse 
on brass bands; 
while The Tailor 
will 


versazione to which 
all Members of 
Parliament of what- 


jever party are in- 


vited, when the 
Kditor will point out 
the defects in their 
clothing, and per- 
haps assist them to 
change their coats. 

From the above 
statements it will 
that the 
Rendezvous _ habit 
is spreading, and 
will spread, for 
there is little doubt 
that in a short time 
many of the other 
leading organs will 
come into Jine too. 
Meanwhile we have 
been asked by 
licensed victuallers, 
both in Fleet Street 
and the Strand, to 
point out that the 


are will be purely political. Questions upon newspaper Rendezvous is no new thing. 








Sir Eowis Corxw 
be many requests, has consented to give a 


ALL, in response to 


lecture on “Municipal Osculation” in 


of information which it imparts Outlook, who will throw in spicy pro-|the statuary salon of the South Ken- 
Rather will it phecies of the probable course of events |sington Museum on February 30, when 
Such has been | he will not only tell his hearers how to 
his recent success in the vaticinatory | be popular in Paris, but show them how 
may be completely and expedi- line that a continual crowd of inquirers| he imprinted a kiss on each cheek of the 
Incidentally, infor-| Venus of Milo in the Louvre, remarking 


payable on the instalment system. . Any mation will be given by the Editor of|as he did so, “ There is no danger; the 
lady is quite armless.” 


questions also as to 


the best daily paper The Standard on circulating libraries. 
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AUNT AGATHA’S ADVICE. 

(With apologies to all omniscient aunts of the 
Jeminine press. N.B.—No paper patterns 
are given away with this number.) 

Aunt AGATHA is most earnestly desirous 
of making it known that she is the best 
friend and stand-by of the lovelorn. 
No matter whether you are engaged 
three-deep, or are getting perilously near 
the shelf, pour your gushing confidences 


into her ear, and she will have an|kind, and will always fine 





but he has never given me a ring, and 
yesterday I saw him walking with ano- 
ther lady. I want to have him up for 
breach of promise. Can you advise me 
how to do it?”—Yes, Aunr Acarua has 
been there. But you will need a shark 
of a lawyer to convince the Judge, if 
you have no written promise from the 
gentleman. Fortunately, however, the 
verdict really rests with the jury, who 
require no evidence in cases of this 





t-paid to Auyr Acatua, who might 
be able to dispose of it to an uncle of 
her acquaintance. The proceeds would 
be given to a very deserving object, 
namely, to Aunr Acatna’s Salt Air Fund 
(Week-ends at Brighton Branch), which 
is in need of fresh subscriptions. 

Sanu Azur (Ball's Pond Road). 
Before paying your addresses to a lady 
you should obtain an introduction to her, 
and make sure that they are acceptable. 


1 for the plain-| Her brother was, after all, only obeying 


answer pat to suit the occasion. Whence | tiff if she has been properly coached in| the prescribed code of etiquette, and 
she derived her vast and awful know-| her part. Wear a picture-hat in court,| Aunt AcaTHa thinks you were wrong in 


ledge of the human heart need not be 
touched upon here; but you can safely 
trust Aunr Acatua. If you are not love- 


| 
lorn yourself, perhaps you know some|the well of the court. 


FR genstinnepnamcvagnnianicteh ere 


lady or gentleman who is. 
so, do not leave this paper 
in the train, but pass it on. 
When an answer by post is 
desired, twelve penny stamps 
(unused) should be enclosed, 

not necessarily for return, 
but as a guarantee of good 
faith. Aust AcatTua prefers 
to answer communications 
through the post. 

But to business :— 

Lapy Exetva (Brixton) 
writes: —“‘I have a lover and 
I love him very dearly, but 
he has never spoken to me, 
but I meet him every morn- 
ing when I go to the tram. 
What must Ido? Would he 
think me forward if I broke 
the ice, and asked him to tell 
me the time ?’’—Considering 
the probable superabundance 
of clocks at Brixton this might 
seem a little pointed. If you 
can get no mutual friend to 
accord you an introduction, 
Aunt AGaTHA does not see| + 
that you could do_ better 
than follow the example of 





and make play, but with discretion, 


“ 


calling him “a bald-faced baboon.” She 


with a handkerchief (lace preferred), | hopes your eye is better. 


and let your mother sob at intervals in 
Remember : 


lima 


ia 








“THOU SHOULDST HAVE BETTER PLEASED ME WITH THIS DEED, 
HApsT THOU DESCENDED FROM ANOTHER HOUSE.” 
As You Like It, Act 1., Se. 2. 


Jaunty Jane (Peckham Rye), writes: 
“T have a gentleman friend who teazes 

— me by saying that you are not 
an Aunt at all, but a thin- 
haired man with spectacles. 
He has bet me two pairs of 
gloves on the subject, so will 
| you please tell me the truth ?” 
Auxt Acatua would advise 
you to have nothing more to 
‘do with such a “ friend” 
(except to take the gloves 
\from him), for he cannot be 
at all a nice sort of person. 
|/Aunr AGATHA panel your 
letter to the Aunt belonging 
(to another paper when we 
were playing billiards — that 
is to say, bézique together, 
and your friend may be sorry 
to know that we both cried 
very bitterly at such evidence 
of hardened male scepticism, 
‘and had to have recourse to 
lan effervescing tonic. Your 
ifriend has lost his bet, and 
Aunt Acatua thinks she ought 
to stand in with you in the 
matter of the gloves. Her size 
is seven-and -three-quarters. 
Not an Aunt indeed ! 

(To be continued.) 








the heroine of our grand 
serial, “From the Scullery to the Smart 
Set” (see Chap. mocixxxit.), and seem 
you need not carry imitation too far) 
to sprain your ankle at an opportune 
moment. Choose a dry day, and practise 
your fall in advance. An undignified 
Hop might prejudice your chances, while 
to be caught in the cow-catcher of the 
tram would ruin all. If he is a real 
gentleman he would be bound to hasten 
to your assistance, and although he 
might not, like Rex Vavasour, carry 
you two miles “in his strong, manly 
arms "—this would scarcely be necessary 
at Brixton—the introduction would 
thus. come about naturally and easily. 
Aunt Acatna will be pleased to hear if 
your little ruse succeeds. 

Ciyremyestra Brown (Kensal Rise) 
writes :——“ A gentleman has been paying 
me attentions at dances for seven years, 





Silent tears from you: gurgling sobs 
from your mother. If you really have 
a weak case she might try the effect of 
stretching out her hands to you—they 
should be neatly gloved in black—as 
you stand down from the witness-box. 
The fact of your having been engaged 
to another gentleman for the past year 
is irrelevant, and need not be disclosed. 

Sart Ser (Tooting).—As you say you 
do a milk round, it was very wrong of 
you to inform the lady whom you met 
at Margate that you were the Earl of 
Broapstairs, and had a rich uncle living 
at Clapham. You have brought the 
trouble upon yourself, and Aunt AGATHA 
cannot advise. She will never counte- 
nance deception in any shape or form. 
If the lady has returned the ring, and 
you do not care to keep such a reminder 
of your present humiliation, send it 





—s [Not in our colamns.—-E. } 





Tne Clerk to the Montgomeryshire 
Education Authority advertises for a 
Head Mistress for Llanwrin National 
School, in the following — repellent 
terms: ? 

“Wanted, Head Mistress, Old Article 50. 
Welsh essential.” 

The Montgomeryshire Education 
Authority, being an Authority, must 
know what it is talking about: but we 
an well understand that Welsh should 
be an essential. How else could a can- 
didate translate the advertisement ? 


A Case vor tHe 8.P.C.C.—A_ well- 
known firm has made a special feature, 
at their sales, of “ Royal Worcester kid- 
fitting corsets.” Why can't people let 
the children alone?” Is this part of 
Mr. Birre.’s scheme ? 
































































a ~ 





ek 


ee ——s 


be ee 


en 





st t= ees 








PUNCH, OR THE 


LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Fesrvary 21, 1906. 














| TO ALL THAT GRUMBLE. 


| You that only appear contented 
When you are grumbling about your lot, 
M ly because of a much lamented 
Absence of all that vou haven't got, 


| Listen to me r | bring you healing : 


if you would seatter those moods away, 
| . . 
If vou would « nquer that injured feeling, 
Listen to me, I SAV. 
¥ rs age f 1 certain season, 


[ was a pessimist (strange but true 

And. as a matter of fact, with reason, 
Not for the fun of the thing, like you; 

\ll that I merited, looked for, built on, 
Seemed to be doomed to a fatal slump 


Mine was the mental complaint which Mittoy 
Happily termed the Hump. 
Came a night and of all Decembers 
Phat was the vilest —I sat alone, 

Bitterly smoking before the embers, 


Hugging my grievance, and making moan ; 

| i biting blizzard . 

Whirl the gravel about like 

] e the marrow, and turned the gizzard 
Inside out, at a blow. 


snow, 


Then I sai 1, this is sor ething hellish 
| Which was a fact), 
hlung up the blind 

(Giazed for 
rill, on a 
| he ll on a se ntinel ] heav n-sent form, 


and | crossed the room, 
and with sour disrelish 
awhile on the pay gl ONL 5 


; 

sudden, my awe-struck glances 

Driven by pressure of circumstances, 
Out in that beastly storm. 


High on a magazine, bleak and lonely, 
Nobly he paced his appointed beat 

Rather like Casapianca, only 

| hat little horror c mm plained of heat . 

Daring an enemy's foot to trench on his 

| Windy preserves, he was hurled about, 

Getting his spine well iced, not to mention his 

Gizzard blown inside out. 

| Long I gazed on the gusty fellow ; 

| Gazed, till mine uglier moods were spent; 

| 1, till my whole soul seemed to mellow 

Into a chastened and bland content ; 

And, as I blessed him, and drew the curtain, 
Leaving him up on his wind-swept mound, 

Life, I remarked, though a bit uncertain, 

Wasn't so bad, all round. 


Crazet 


Grumbler, such is the Grand Idea: 
Surely the moral is plain to see ; 
When you're in need of a panacea, 
Think of the sentinel—think of me! 
Turn to Philosophy’s consolation ; 
Doubtless the gods may have used you ill; 
But—by a Merciful Dispensation 
Others are worse off still! 
Duu-Dem. 








Tre Bourne 
Assistant Sutveyor of Highways, states that “ 


management of a steam-roller.”’ 


remarkable development of the “ Trailer.” 





| 


Rural District Council, in advertising for an! 
Preference will 
be given to a young man (cyclist) who has been used to the 
This points to a very| 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


My Baronite, reading The Sea-Maid (Meruvey), is conscious 
of a reminiscence of one of Mr. Barrte’s comedies which had a 
great success a couple of years ago. But the Little Minister has 
not the monopoly of islands set in summer seas, whose desola- 
tion is broken in upon by the arrival of castaways. Mr. Rowaip 
MacpoxaLp has discovered one on his own account, and makes 
mirth-compelling use of it. The idea of the Dean of Beck- 
minster, Mrs. Prowdeflesche, and their delightful daughter, 
the Sea-maid, being for nearly twenty years sole denizens of 
the island, is realised with much humour. The Dean’s wife, 
not forgetful of her former estate, insists, up to one o'clock 
in the day, on p rese rving the stateliness of manner due to the 
dignity of the deanery. In the afternoon, led by the Dean, 
joyously followed by the daughter, relapse is permitted. A 
stirring story of piracy on board a ship believed to carry 
gold among her cargo leads up to the discovery of the Dean 
and his family, and to their subsequent return to civilisation. 

The Bishop's Apron, as exhibited to us by Mr. Sowerser 
Maveaam, at Messrs. Coapmas anp Hatt’s, is choke - full 
of good things, and is in itself a real Ww rk of art. The 
Baron feels himself absolutely safe from all possible con- 
tradiction in asserting that, for humour and 
quizzical observation. this novel takes a double first. As 
a clerical story nothing better has been written since 
Antnoxy Trouiore’s delightful Barchester Towers, which will 
always hold first rank on account of the inimitable Mrs 
Proudtie. The claimant for the episcopal apron is Theodore 
Spratte, Vicar of St. Gregory's, South Kensington, and 
Canon of Tereanbury (beautifully twisted name this), an 
“all things to all men,” and women, ecclesiastic, who yearns 
for the apron and the gaiters, and sane the episcopal 
turned-up-at-the-brim topper as a kind of halo in hats. The 
portrait of this character is delicious, and so true to the life 
that every reader will from time to time lay down the book 
for a while, as smilingly he confides to himself, “I know that 
man, he comes from ” whatever place his experience 
may suggest. There should be a sequel to this novel, to be 
named The Tishops Wife's Apron. The basis for this 
suggestion will be found in the Twentieth Chapter, the last, 
and one of the sharpest hits in the book. But what a tribute 
to Axtuoxy Trottore’s popularity (in this particular line) is 
paid by Mr. Mave HAM’ Ss se lec ‘tion of Bare heste r as being the 
E piscopal See above all others in which everyone will be at 
once interested! The name Barchester immediately puts 
middle-aged readers on familiar terms with the Canon “ in 
waiting.” What pluck on the part of the author and what 
wisdom is shown, in his selection of this title. No one would 
dare to speak of Barchester unless he had something excep- 
tionally good to tell. Every sketch of character in this 
story is admirable, from the 
pompous butler up to the 
heavy-eyed premier; while the 
portraits of the rising socialist, 
with his objectionable family 
surroundings, the Canon’s gen- 
tle and impressionable daughter, 
the various members of the 
Spratte family, past and present, 
and the captivating worldly 
widow, are all highly finished 
and thoroughly representative. 
The novel should have a marked 
success. 
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More Pourricat, Hoxesty.—“ Never again must the Radics 
be allowed such a long start in their ‘ campaign of lies.’ ” 
Suffolk and Essex Free Pr 




















